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sloped away to a more defined wadi;'the track spanned
it and camel-thorn covered it with a ragged vesture.
Now I was gliding on past the Fort, the ground rose
up, reared up in front of me; with satisfaction I noticed
that I was not drifting; then a violent flatten out and
with a bounce I was down. "Valkyrie" ran a little:
stopped. Then silence, save for the soft crooning of
the desert wind. The struggle for safety was at an
end.

When one forced-lands in the Blue, instead of one's
troubles being over, they are just begun, and one knows
that one has a hard rough time ahead. Usually starting
tired, one has to work till one is so weary that weariness
can do no more. It is a whole world of weariness and
thirst. And through it all the spirit must not flag,
but drive on the tired body and mind to action and
thought.

I got out and found the engine in a terrible mess,
dirty hot oil dripping from the gaping rents in the
crank-case, in which there were six holes, two between
the three blocks of cylinders, two larger ones on either
side, and two more at the bottom angles of the sump.
Bits of steel and aluminium and pieces of connecting
rod lay on the planes. Within an hour of landing
Searle had the ground W/T set up, and we were in
touch with Amman sending out our signals of distress.
As I ground the handle of the Hand Generator propped
up on the seat inside the hull, till the sweat ran off me,
I felt a lump in my throat, and felt near breaking down;
partly from the reaction after the strain, and partly
from the marvel of our little message, being tapped,
out and travelling hundreds of miles from that lonely
spot